iS4               A PARTING SONG.
Nor hope nor love nor fear
May speed or stay one year, Nor song nor prayer may bid, as mine would fain, The seasons perish and be born again,
Restoring all we lend,
Reluctant, of a friend,
The voice, the hand, the presence and the sight That lend their life and light* To present gladness and heart-strengthening cheer, Now lent again for one reluctant year.
So much we lend indeed,
Perforce, by force of need,
So much we must; even these things and no more The far sea sundering and the sundered shore
A world apart from ours,
So much the imperious hours,